V

HE emerged at twenty-one into a changed world. As
a child, he had played in the trim garden of the Eighteenth
Century, where dim statues gleamed in green perspectives
and bright skies looked perpetually down on little shifting
groups of gentlemen and ladies, His mother smiled in
the sunshine; his father made his jokes and laughed;
and their little world fluttered discreetly round them.
Beyond the gates there was a vague murmur from a name-
less crowd, which pressed, pressed sometimes a trifle
menacingly, to watch the pretty show. But few ears
caught it; and no sounds came down the neat alleys except
light laughter, rustling silk, the tap of heels, and a squeal
of fifes where King George and King Louis drilled their
Guards to the roll of drums. The world lias rarely known
a more delightful interlude. But before the boy was of
age, the garden was lost. In France, indeed, it had faded
before he went to Harrow. The fiddles played bravely on
in England across a deeper note, which first sounded from
the French guns above Toulon; but as it swelled and rose,
they checked and, one by one, died out. It echoed among
the hills at Montenotte, came faintly down the wind from
Egypt* rang out again in Italy, and came clear across
Europe in the full diapason of the First Empire* The air
was changing fast, as the boy walked the steep streets of
Edinburgh; and when he entered public life at Cambridge,
the little quavering note of English politics was scarcely
audible above that thundering melody. For the world, in
1806, was quite transformed, The scene had darkened,
and under winter skies the long columns of the Emperor's
armies moved slowly across the grey plains of Central
Europe to the conquest of the world. There was a bright
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